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being handed round in the assembly, and the charming Ma-
boula was singing at her best, my hai'k, which I was little
accustomed to wear, fell and disclosed my hat and beard. Al-
though the old wife chastised me (Maboula smiling and con-
tinuing her song), and there was a general movement of sur-
prise among the inmates, I beat only a slow retreat, and to no
great distance; but it was quite far enough to enable me to
partially hide myself under a dark grape-vine and then to stum-
ble over a young bull. This animal may have been docile,
and may have taken me for a countryman of his on account
of the burnoose, but my activity at the moment gave him little
chance to decide on my nationality. After this incident we
turned our backs on the cemetery, where we left hundreds of
Arabs to spend the night in conversation, praying, singing,
and descended the stony path till we came to the high-road,
where we found a conveyance going to Blidah.